The Walt^ of 'Tchaikovsky

to forget Johann Strauss. Nevertheless, the little world of
Delibes is confined strictly within its own limits. The Nafta valse,
which is a cpas des fleurs', gives the effect of that apparent ease
which is so deceptive with Delibes, who took infinite pains before
this flowing surface was achieved. Anyone fortunate enough to
have had the experience of hearing Vladimir de Pachmann play
the arrangement of this valse by Dohnanyi, which he did for an
encore piece, will have known this music in the perfection of
which it is capable. It has all the mannerisms of Delibes, though
these are, apparently, so open and natural that we scarcely realize
they are the conventions of the stage and dictated to him, in all
probability, by the great choreograph, Saint-Leon, who designed
this ballet of La Source, in 1866. As to the performance of this
valse by de Pachmann, we can only say that he treated it in the
manner in which he played the music of Mendelssohn and of
Weber, and that this, more than Chopin, was the music in which
he excelled. The subhuman nuances and delicacies of his touch
can never have been approached by any other pianist, and they
were particularly suited to this valse of Delibes.

But Delibes had an imitator who excelled him, that is to say
his admirer, who was fierier, more sensuous and more compli-
cated in temperament, based his method upon that of Delibes
but carried it, in the results, into an altogether different world of
expression. The waltz from Casse-Noisetfe is of a hothouse exotic-
ism to which Delibes could never attain, by reason of his normal-
ity and balance. Its opening phrase gives its extremes of climate
which, apart from the contrast of tropical heat with what might
be the snow outside, or the contradiction between wealth and
poverty, has the burden or implication of danger and suffering,
as though this were a forbidden intoxication, some release, we
cannot doubt it, of the composer's hidden feelings. His genius
for the theatre, or rather for the dance, first comes to our ears in
childhood, for Casse-Noisette> with most persons, is the earliest
music we remember, and this introduction to a world of trance
and delirium is a dangerous pleasure for which we must ever be
thankful to the muse of Tchaikowsky. The valse from La Belle
an Bois Dormant is a delight of another nature. But who, among
those who love such things, will ever forget the excitement of
that opening, a separate body in itself in its crescendo and its
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